HARDFACTS

It was the first time he had thought of Adela since writing
to her immediately on his arrival at Castleton. The letter
had purged his mind of her. Now her memory returned only
to give point to a moment which, even to Theo himself,
seemed incredible. With a pipe clenched in his teeth he was
valiantly knocking out There's no place like home on the piano
in the bar parlour. With tobacco smoke wreathing about her
like incense, Elsie Dillworth stood at his side, playing the
violin. The bar-parlour was crowded by an entranced
audience. They applauded with hands and voices when the
playing ended, thumped with beer-pots on tables, demanded
more. Theo and Elsie obliged with Annie Laurie.

Theo had gone out alone. Elsie had joined him and Alec
at supper at seven o'clock. Then Alec had said that he wasn't
going to walk any more that night, and Theo, feeling a little
disgruntled by the way these Dillworths hung together, set
off to the Winnats. Borrowing his emotions as usual from the
poets, he murmured to himself:

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free,
The holy time is quiet as a nunt
Breathless with adoration.

The hot fret was gone out of the day. The grey solid
houses of the village were beginning to be webbed with
twilight, and in the narrow pass of the Winnats gloom was
settling fast. He did not stay on the track but struck up the
sharp escarpment to the left, clambering among age-old
boulders and tough turf that had taken the frosts and thaws
of centuries. He came out among the crenellated crags that
fringed the pass like high-lifted castle walls, and there he
sat down while the light faded to a clear lucent green in
which one star throbbed and trembled.

.  Bright star !   Would I were steadfast as thou art!
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night. . . ,

Oh, damn the poets ! I won't want to think about them.
I want to think about Elsie Dillworth.

Here was the end of the first day, and he'd seen almost
nothing of her. The day had been, he thought unromantic-
alfy, just a sandwich, with a snatch of Elsie crushed in
between two meditations upon the mountains. A short walk